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Feautiges with Three excellent | 


NE SONGS. » 


1. The F ortunate Miller (> = 
2. The Miller's Rant, for his new well. lara N 
Or his Reply. | AF? 4 
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3 The Minter s wanton Wiſe. 22 * 
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| 1 1 4 De Fortunate Miter. ö 


EAR Cannon- mills the liv'd a Miller, 
Ot late came by a purſe of Siller, 
How 't fell out l'H plainly tell you, 
But would pot wiſh the like befel you. 
O poor horned Miller, O poot Miter O. [ 


"His with a wanton worthleſs jad, = 8: 
Muſt frolick with another Lad, | 
And when the Miller watch'd nis Min, N 

This ſpark he did his 3 full. 
8 S horn'd Miller, O poor Miller O. 


A, 
T his young, Man had been aboiik, 
Among ſome euſtomers no doubt. I 
Tor Money his accounts to. > 
About the Term ot Whitſunday. * vas” 
O poor dour'd — O poor aller 0. 


58 1 2 did he begin a Strife, i 7 
-- _ Why meddted? with the Miller's Wife, 

But | believe he raſe't ſinſyne, 

We loſt bis W and all his Coin. 


146 Miller came nome to "his Wife, 275 W 
; whom he ador'd ds his own Lite, | T 
And loarn 8% wake her from her fleep, W 


In at the Window, he did creep... 
| O ki and toving MO O kind Miller O. 


54 

Bol Oh! 22 ſpark wag in the Beg, | In 

- Whic e the Miller's Wife afraid, WI 
And wakl ig then out of her ſleep, 1 al 


$he t er zib 7 began to ſhriek, 
5 WENN Brier d che honeſt Miller, O kind Mile | 


et 


W 1 
My dear faid be What is the matter, 
PII die quoth ſhe if l'm no better, 
pm with a Cholic' fadly ſeit'd. 


A dram of Gin perhaps will eas'd, 
| Woes me quoth the Miller, 0 poor Miner 0. 


Said he, there's Brandy in-the Houſe, . 
But Oh! ſad the, tnat's of no uſe. 
f you regard my Life a Pin, 
Run to Stockbridge and fetch ſome Gin, 
O poor blinded Miller, O poor Miller O. 
5 8 
1 he Miller 5 bad off his Cloaths, 
To ſeek his Breeches ſtraight he goes, 
He got the 5park's and put them on, 
Nor knowing bat they were. his own, 
But O lucky fot the Miller, O fortunate Miller 0. 


Streight to the Ale-w ife's Houſe he ran, 
And cries get up get me a Mam, | 
My wite'is of a Cholic bad, 


The beit of Gin that can de had. | 
O kind honeſt Miller, O kind. honeſt Miller O. 


He ſearch'd his pouch to'pay the Dram, . 
Where plenty of Money there he fand, Os 
The Ale wite ſaid you are in hand, 


Which put the Miller to a ſtand} + + wg: 
O . ſurprized Miller, O poor Miller O. 


He ſearch'd the biber Pocket ah 
In it a Purſe of Gold he fand, 
With ſome bank notes there was beſide,” 
1 am enchanted they he cry'd. 


Q poop miſtaken 1 O by 1 M let 
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10 ime Ft this he did „ 5 29/04 
With hat he ipy'd-s Watcn's ker... 

| 5 Watch he LU t ſays alls nor right, © © l 
| Man's en Wich my Wife this Night. *.* - 
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75. horned os, O Four Miller O. 


a 


. He thought of: this nou (Rn Ns e, | 
And gave his. Wiſe 2 hentty e . 
He ſaid Love Hnce I went nh | 4-4... 
Has any one deen here L pray, | > 
Oo me {ons Mater, 8 Noos Mitter 0. 
Not FO bnce ye went to the Mill, 
That has been Here but juſt myſel, 
A b. went Man was this afte;noon, | 
wp was hete and ſaw him gone 
Ply oat 8 5 poor e. 0 


Said e e Liar, | E 4 6, 


Or what wi came this Rreeches here, mm 
This is that fellows Breeks [ kiiow,' Ih 


80 Ater bim you Strampet oO 
| O poor dockers ni Q poor Mitte ©. 
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5 eee ber- eme ve 
5 The 20h? Rent, fort bir Nw Kell lie Breecber 1 
2 Noe 3 1 N bis Reply.” 1.1 
© Tocke 3 Tine CO The Duty Minter. 40575 * 
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8 Nighb Ne ur Milters, P11 teln you a "Sica 5 
en 


Wbat has happei''d me, and has pred all thisHurry, 

Gentleman but young; came to view my Dwelling, | 
a knows welt m Wie but i know not his N 0 
U my beuny Breelt, 0 my benny Siller, * fa 

© bf - 2546 dat tara ME ts” 


ute heard me tell my wife this night ld not come till-her 
Po to youtf bed meat, reſt quiet without your miller, + 
y Eyes grew ſtiff with Duit early in the Morning, 
ttle gi I know who was me a boring. oe 


8 4 


* 


h um Breeks, cc. 


Ji luckily went Home, ſetstehing at my Head, 

Had I known the lnttig ue, Wou'd have made more . | 
Do rap t my Door, Would have made ſuch 4 Di, 
47 e 2 Hole I flouched; if I had cateh'd the Loon. 
| my benny Breeks, &c $ 8 
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L My wag tail Wife ſhe cry'd, O my Dear I'm gone, 
With a deadly Cholic, O fy get me ſome Gin.” 
There's in my Houſe good Brandy, will ye take a Glaſs. 
Ono! my Deat, 1 1 1 great Diſtre m. 

4 "a Bretks, KG. f 

1 in my Shirt. was ſtanding, for to jump in Be, 
threw my Clogths upon me, with alf the Speed I had; 
[ kpack'd up the Woman tor to let me in, | | 
And cry'd my Wife is dying, O come give me Gin. 
EF, 0 men, 615 £5 


I Fir Shilling 1 drew out inſtead of -Halfpennies, 
y do Dee!'s giv'n me this Sil ler, my Face goi ins Bleeze, . 
Wy My bono Brecks] view's, Cow's Eye, String,andKey; 
* ' Gold and all my Siller, how it fitted me. 
ep." my bony Rice, cc. 


”" 3 * 
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_ 'Þ Home the Miller ſeared, hurried with the Fright, 
een ins for his Breeks, although there Was yo Light. 
Inis Wife tay; ſoll (nug, a wetting of hr Cheeks, 
„eil the knew the Matter of {earching tor the Breeks. - 


„ O my:bonny Breeks, &c.. 
n 12 5 2 * | 3 | | G 
— She taſted of che Gin, her Pains away they went, 


os looked to her Husband, with her Eyes an, 


xt 
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He ety'd a dreadfal Story, ſhe ſwore be ye content, | 


| Hold n what you have got, no Reaſou to repent, 


0" my bonny Breeks, &c. 


? hey live near this City, the Miller gains his Bread, 
O but he is vexed with the tlorns on his Head; 
He's now poſſeſt with Money, Gold and Silver Store, 
Breeches, Watch, and Notes, a Miller needs no more. 

O my Hun greeches. Gold and Silver Store, © 

Pl yet. live w:th the Jade, if ſhe Aves the like 20 wore, 


OO IHR 4707x2070 3% 
Tue Miller's wanton Iife. ; 
N honeſt Miller had a Wife, 


Who liv'd a merry wanton life; 
The Miller unto ber did ſay, - 


I go ro watch the Mill till day. 


Hith my Raſel Da, Ruſel Deary, 
Ruſel dy we'll be merry. | 


The Wife ſhe made no more ado, 
But ſet hec Mill a working too, 
Sbe chus'd a clever wanton Spark, 
Could fix his in the dark, 
With my Ruſel da, &. 


e $11's the Hopper in a Haſte, 
he were in their Order placid, M 
T be Water ſtout, the Corn was free, 
The Miller's Wite lives wantonly. 
With my Ruſel du, &c. 


The Miller he came Home *tis i 
Threw off his ©Jloaths to go to Bed; 
The Wife who knew it would prove ame, 
* Cried out the Cholick's in my wame. 
With oy \Rufel da, &. 


Tre, 
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The Breeks is mine and a“ the Siller, 


1 


. = ns 8 


N 9 | 
The Miller made tis more to do, 


4 Put on the Bieeks his Hand came to, 
Kan to a Shop to get a Dram, 
Threw out his Pence by Rule of Hand. 


With my Ruſel dn, &c. 


The Ale- wife eried ye Rogue of Milters 
[Inſtead of Pence you give me Shillings, 
The Miller on his Breeks did gaze, 
Where he found a Golden Prize. 

With my Kuſel du, &c. 


The Miller he in Haſte went Home, 
The Neſt was there the Bird was flown, 
He is well content upon the morn, 


Jo wear the Breeks as well's the Horns. 
With my Ruſel' du, &c. 


The Miller he fat down to arink, 
Says ne, my Wife | freely think, 
Will gain more by her. Mill 1 deed, 
Than l' de by my Miller Trade. 

With my Kuſel on Ve. 


Says de Goodman, you're full of Clatter, 
Ye had no mair but gather'd Water, | 
When full flood came, I thought no III. 
For to apply my Water- mill. 

With my Ruſel du, &C. 


My Miller was a clever Spark, 
He laid his——into the dark, 
He borrowed nothing out the ——, 
What need you make ſuch clitter clatter 
With my Kuſel du, &c. 


I an well content, quoth Hab the Miller, 


Says fhe, GHodman ye got the pell. 
Ye may yo srink my Miller's Health. 
4 ih my Aja 15 &c. 


| My Miller's cone with RP AE" © TY 
He nas d Beers to hide his Ware; 
He's left the Master unto me, 
The Brecks ud Golden Prize to tro, 
DM 1th. 72 2 A = my” | 
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'To arink his Health the Miller" s bent, 


The Miller's Wife was well content; 
He drank his Health with Cap in Hand, 
Says now, my White's at your Command. 

With 12 = dn, rajel aerry,' 
KRajet 4 91 ot merry. 
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